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AGAIN, SARGE. | 
DON’T THINK | HIT ‘EM. 
WHY DON’T WE JUST 
BLOW THE SHIT OUT 
OF THE PLACE? 
S'ERGY. 


SIT TIGHT AND. 
HOLD YOUR FIRE. 
THEY'VE GOT WAYNE 
IN THERE. WE’VE GOT 
TO MOVE VERY 
CAREFULLY... 


+1 THERE’S A 
GOOD CHANCE 
THAT HE’S STILL 


VM BLACKING 
OUT THE WINDOWS 
SO THAT THEY CAN’T 
UGE THEIR FUCKIN’ 
LASER SIGHTS 
ON Us, 


rei 
B 


+ THOSE 
BASTARDS AIN'T 
GONNA LASER 


My 
CHARLIE’S ANGELS 
WALKIE-TALKIE? 


GREAT. SO 
WHO’S GOT THE 
OTHER ONE? 


RANGE OF THE 
RADIO? _4 


SHIT. LET'S 
TRY IT ANYWAY. 


— 
} 


/: 


bp 


1 SAY THAT OUR 
ONY OPTION 16 WO BUST FUCKIN’ BONNIE 
OUT OF HERE INA BLAZE LANGFORD, WORONT ORD A 
OF GLORY-GUNS BLASTIN DAVID CASSIDY, CHANC, at 
AND BLOOD SQUIRTIN’-JUST HULDA 'HANCE. YOU'D BE 
LIKE BONNIE AND CLYDE, . pA _DEAD BEFORE YOU'D 
CABSIOY AND GUNDANCE, 7 EVEN BENT DOWN TO Tie 
AKER. 1 WA, 
fy WE NEED A BETTER 
- IDEA, WHAT ELGE 
2 >a HAVE WE GOT? 


HEY, BABY! 
YOU'RE COMIN’ 
| THROUGH Loup 
: AND CLEAR. 
GOOD TO HEAR 
YOUR VOICE. 


Fe 


JESUS, BARNEY! 
WE'VE BEEN ON THE RUN 
FOR FIVE DAY6, WE'VE DRIVEN 
A THOUSAND MILES ACROSS 
COUNTRY TO THE MIDDLE OF 
FUCKIN’ NOWHERE AND YOU MEAN 
TO TELL ME THAT THE PLACE WE’VE 
DECIDED TO HOLE-UP IN IS LESS 
THAN FIVE HUNDRED METRES 
FROM WHERE YOU'VE GONE 
ON A FIGHING HOLIDAY? 


WELL, | GUESS 
SO... HEY! YOU 
MUST BE IN THAT 
LOVELY LITTLE 
COTTAGE! CAN WE 
POP OVER FOR 
TEA? 


NO-IT’S NOTA 
LOVELY COTTAGE, IT’S A 
DEATH TRAP. AND NO-YOU 
CAN’T POP OVER FOR TEA 
BECAUSE YOU'LL FUCKIN’ DIE. 
JUST COME UP WITH A PLAN 
TO GET US THE FOOSH 


FER-FER- 
FER-FER-FIRE 


OKAY, BUBBY, eee”. 0 
BUT YOU'VE GOT HEAR THAT? 
TO REMEMBER-I'M Y-YEAH, | CAN SEE WE'D BETTER GET 
PRETTY CRAP AT A S-GEWAGE OUTLET OUR ARSES OUT 
EVERYTHING. BY THE S-GIDE OF THE OF HERE. 

LAKE. IT PROBABLY 
LEADS UP THE BUILDINGS 

WHERE TH-TH-TH-THE 

COPS ARE. 


CAN'T... I'M 
HAVING A DUMP... 


UNGHA... 
NOT QUITE, 
ACTUALLY... 


HIYA, 
DARLIN’! IT’S A LARGE 
LOOKIN’ CRUCIFIX. NOW ARE 
GOOD... YOU GONNA GIVE ME A 

HAND WITH IT OR WHAT? 
WHERE'S YOUR SENSE 
OF URGENCY? 


SO WHAT'S 
THE CROSS 
FOR, AGAIN? 


IT’S THE SYMi 
OF JEGUS CHRIST'S 
SACRIFICE FOR THE 
SALVATION OF MANKIND. 
BEFORE THAT, IT WAS 
USED BY THE ANCIENT 
CELTS IN... 


YEAH, WELL, 
SHE'S NEVER 
ACTUALLY DRESSED 
MY HAIR, PER SE. 
ANYWAY, THIS IS 
HER BOAT. 


HIYA! BARNEY’S 
T-T-TOLD ME ALL 
ABOUT YOU. CAN | BE 
BOAT GIRL? CAN I? 
PLEASE PLEASE 


OFF THE TONGUE, 
DOES IT? 


THIS IS JACKIE, 
MY HAIRDRESSER. 


Tae Leer 
at 


Ks HAS V 
OH, TWAT ANYONE SEEN 
CROSS. IT'S A 9 BOOGA? 
LONG STORY, 


YOUVE GOT A 
HAIRDRESSER? 
YOU'RE HAVING A 

FUCKIN’ LAUGH, 

AREN'T YOU? 


DEGREES AND 
FOLLOW ME IN. 


CAN I? PLEASE? 
| PROMISE I'LL DO 
ANYTHING YOU 
T-TELL ME. 


sak: OKAY, JACKIE. YES. 
<a FOR FUCKGAKE. YOU CAN 
MES SE BOAT GIRL. JUST GET 
we US THE JUDAS PRIEST 
| DON'T WANT TO 


OUT OF HERE. 
FLUSTER ANYBODY, 
BUT | THINK WE’RE 
ABOUT TO HAVE THE 


FUCKIN’ FOOT 
\ DOWN, BOAT GIRL, 
x YOU TWAT! 


NEXT: UNCLE SMIFFY’S TOMBSTONE. 


I'm bummed 

Chums 

Moulded myself into a stupor 
Like a plastic stormtrooper 


I'm living in a dream 

And I'm living in a bubble 

That's the source of all my woes 
That's a geyser of fuckin’ trouble 


The real world is beyond me = 
A childlike haze is upon me Us 
And I'm paralysed with the fear 

That an unknown force is gonna get me 


Everyone around me is evolving 
Maturing gracefully, problem solving 


But I'm regressing into infancy 
As an evil plan is unfolding " 
My prison walls are made of cotton 

The outside world | have forgotten P 
So before my dreams turn rotten 


Won't you please, please 


Help me bring this Wendy House down 


GOOD MORNING TO YOU ALL. BARNEY HERE. SLAVING HARD 
AND WORKING UP A MEAN SWEAT. WE’RE GETTING THE 

PLACE ALL GHIP-GHAPE BECAUSE THE KIDS FROM 23A ARE 
COMING ROUND FOR THEIR SPECIAL, ONCE-A-YEAR PARTY. 


‘| I'M IN CHARGE OF DECORATIONS AND CLEANLINESS, 


CONJOURING ACT. SHOULD BE A GREAT BASH. 


RIGHT, THAT JUST 
ABOUT FINIGHES 
THINGS OUT HERE. I'D 

BETTER GET INSIDE 
AND DOLL MYSELF UP. 
THEY'LL BE HERE IN 
TEN MINUTES. 


THOUGHT YOU 
MIGHT LIKE TO TRY 
OUR NEW SPECIAL 
BREW. IT’S JUST 
LEMONS, SUGAR, 
AND NATURALLY 
FIZZY WATER. 


THANK 
JIMINEY! I’M 
PARCHED. 


WELL, GIRLS, \ 
WHAT DO YOU THINK 

OF THE OL’ PLACE? 
SCRUBS UP PRETTY 
GOOD, HUH? 


f | DON’T WANT ANY OF YOU 
SECOND. WE'VE GOT ANO " FREAKY CHICKS CORRUPTING 
SWEARING PROHIBITION THESE KIDS, THEY'VE GOT 
GOING ON TODAY, ENOUGH TO CONTEND WITH IN 
REMEMBER? THEIR LIVES ALREADY, WITHOUT 

YOU LOT MAKING THEM THINK 
IT’S COOL TO BE A SOCIAL 
OUTCAST. f 


LOOKS 
FUCKING —o aA 
TO Mi 


DON’T 


IT. MEAN, A WHOLE 
AFTERNOON WITHOUT 
SWEARING? F... Fi 
hy. FLIPPING HECK. 
g, tins 


HEY! PEOPLE! 
I'VE JUST HAD MR. 
PARSNIPS ON THE 

PHONE, HE SAYS MAYBE IF YOU 
THEY'LL BE HERE ANY PRETEND THAT 
MOMENT. BETTER GET " 4 YOU'RE A LITTLE KID, 

YOUR BOTTOMS } TOO, THEN YOU MIGHT 

INTO GEAR. ‘ e BE TOO YOUNG TO 
KNOW ANY SWEAR 
WORDS, 


AND SO, IN 
THE ABSENCE OF 
ANY AVAILABLE 
LADIES, PLEASE LET 
ME INTRODUCE MY 


VLL TAKE THAT, IF 


YOU DON’T MIND MRS. 


BUBBLY. HAVEN’T YOU 
DRUNK ENOUGH OF 
THAT STUFF YET? 


AND NOW, 

| GIVE YOU, 
SAWING A FUC.., 
/ MEAN SAWING 
A LOVELY LADY 

WN HALFS 


ne 
{Ss 
PERHAPS | HAVE HAD 
GLE A DROP TOO MUCH 


IM NOT SURE 
mee HOW MUCH foneee4 


BOTTOM I LIKE A 
PREGGURIGED 
CONTAINER, 


Bey p> | CAN HOLD IT IN! MY 2d 
4 Bs 


AW! CHRIST! 
ACRID! ACRID! 

WHAT THE HELL HAS 

THAT WOMAN BEEN () 
PUTTING IN HER 


JUST LINING ITSELF 
UP NOW, | CAN 
FEEL IT. 


TIME, | CAN 
you. 


TELL 
THEY THINK i / 
THAT I'VE REALLY 
SAIN A LADY IN 
HALF! AND NOW THEY 
THINK THAT SHE’S 9 _ RIPPING THE JOINT 
GIVEN BIRTH TO A TO PIECES! HOW THE 
HELL ARE WE GONNA 
s CALM THEM 


GU2ZTLE 
GVLZLE 


GLa. 


TAKE THE LITTLE 


LOVELIES AWAY, MR, 
PARGNIPS. THEY’RE 


Lee 


SESE THREE ENDINGS FOR THE PRICE OF ONE, |. - 


| was already late by tWenty.minutes. | reached the summit of the hill and 
turned left into the burger bar car park. My usual parking space was occupied, 
so | had to drive all the way to the very end. | parked the tank and trudged 
wearily back towards the-entrance. The weather was blustery and wet; the 
place was unusually packed for such a crappy day. 

| pressed my face against the window, it was steamed up inside by the 
masses of damp, hot bodies. | could just make out Booga, sitting by himself 
in the corner, wolfing down the final remnants of his triple-decker burger. 

Shit. Too late. I'd spoilt our romantic dinner for two again. When would | 
ever get it right? 

Booga licked the traces of relish from the corners of his burger carton. | 
watched him through the condensation as he belched silently. He was beau- 
tiful that day. | berated myself for my shoddy time keeping. 

Booga started picking his nose. “I'd better get in there)’ | thought. | was 
still a hungry gal. 

| queued for ten minutes until | finally received my veggie-sloppy- 
special. | took it over to Booga's table and slumped myself down in the plas- 
tic chair. 

Booga smiled at me lovingly. “What took you so long?” he asked, without 
a hint of malice. 

“Man;' | sighed, “loads of shit. And | had a real tough time driving the tank 
up the hill” 

“Really?” he replied with genuine concern, “What gear were you in?” 

“My green track-suit and orange trainers” 


THE YELLOW GUN 


Going for a burger? 

You'd better think of bloody murder. 
Think of screaming cattle, 

Think of body bags after a battle. 

And think of a world with no air, 

After all the forests have been cleared. 


Because I'll be watching you. 
And with my yellow gun 


V'll shoot you bloody dead 
In your sad little single bed. 


Going for a burger? 


Go for a walk instead. 


ONE SUNNY MORNING IN MAD MAC MACARI'G GHAKEY 
MILK BAR, JUST A BUN’S TOSS FROM BONGO BEACH., 


YOU DRINKING, 
K-A-T-E.? 
THE DIRTY TWO-TIMING 
FINKSTER! 


PLL HAVE 
ANOTHER LARGE 
| DION’T SAY & MILK, THANKS. 
CAKE. | SAID . 
KATE. K-A-T-E. 
KATE. 


BOOGA! 
FOUND YOU AT 
LAST! AND WHO 
THE HELL IS 
THIS? 


CAKE? PAH! 
LOOKS MORE 
LIKE A TART TO 
ME! | THOUGHT I'D 
WARNED YOU 
NEVER TO GO 
NEAR... 


IF | WERE YOu, 
YOUNG LADY, I'D 
MAKE LIKE A NOSE 


INTENGE SUNGHINE 
AND ALL. 


FUCK ARE YOU 
CALLING A 
TART? 


OH, | SEE. YOU'RE 
INTERESTED IN ME NOW 
THAT I'VE GOT MILK ALL 

OVER MY TITS, EX? 
YOU'RE SO FUCKING 


WELL, I'LL 
TELL YOU WHAT 
'M GONNA DO 


BOOGA. THIS'’LL 
TEACH YOU TO 


y #\ HAVE YOUR CAKE 
> I'VE GOT TO Ris fs 
SAY THAT THIS IS 


A LOT MORE FUN 


THE END JUSTIFIES THE MEANS. 


The making 
The styling 
The faking / [ 
The smiling 
The meeting 
The sifting 
The rogering 
The gifting 
The hoping 
The praying 


The leaving 


The staying 


The dreaming 
The fishing 


The creaming 


The milking 
The milking 
The milking ! 


Tank Girl 


The milking 


LNT A a 


AWARE 


TAKE A STEP BACK IN 
TIME... REVIGIT A HOUSI 


+ COME BACK WITH ME | SPECIAL THANKS DEPT. ALICE BiRD, 
NOW REVI GARRY LEACH , SIMON MORSE , DAVID TULLOCH, 
ne ah MICHELE PERRY, FINLAY AND THE RAMONES 


“OH. Hl, BOOGA. 
(WAS JUST SAYIN’ 
THAT WE ALL OUGHT 

TO GO OUT ON THE 
RAZZLE-DAZZLE 
| SAID, WHY ONE NIGHT. 


SO WHY DO YA 
WANNA BE GOING 
OUT WITH A TWAT LIKE 
BOOGA? WHY 
Be \ CON'TCHA COME OUT 
WITH ME SOMETIME, 
HON 


YEAH, WELL, NO 
HARD FELLINGS, 
HEY, MATE? PUT IT 
THERE, LET'S 


BOOGAY | CAN'T 

BELIEVE YOU JUST LET 

THAT ARSEHOLE GET DON'T 
AWAY WITH WHAT HE SAID! WORRY, BABY. | 
ANY OTHER TIME AND HE'D GAVE HIM THE 
HAVE BEEN FACEDOWN ON Ol’ CHOCOLATE 
THE FLOOR, DROWNING IN 

A POOL OF HIS OWN 

BREAKFAST. 


| JUST WENT 
FOR A SHIT AND 
MADE A PARTICULARY 
BAD JOB OF WIPING 
MY_BUM. THEN | DIDN'T 
BOTHER WASHING 
MY HANDS. 


i> FASCINATING. 
BUT | STILL THINK YOU 
LET HIM OFF RATHER 
LIGHTLY. | MEAN, A POO 
IN THE HAND IS NOT 
WORTH A BULLET IN 


AGREED. BUT YOU 
ARE FORGETTING THE 
SIMPLE FACT THAT 
KANGAROO SHIT IS OF 
A HIGHLY TOXIC 


KNOWN IN THE ANIMAL 
KINGDOM AS THE 
HIGHEST FORM OF 


so lF HIS 

DIGESTIVE SYSTEM 
WERE TO BECOME 
CONTAMINATED BY IT, THE 

SYMPTOMS WOULD BE AKIN 
TO A MIXTURE OF TYPHOID, 
DYSENTRY AND MUMPS, 
THE TWAT WOULD BE 
DEAD WITHIN TEN 


COULD STICK SOME 
RASPBERRIES OV 
MY MPPLES! 


HA HA AW... 

FUCKIN’ STOP 

ITLL THINK 'M 
GONNA 


PUKE! 


THERE YOU HAVE IT, AND | THINK YOU'LL AGREE, THIS WAS A PARTICULARY ORDINARY DAY-NO ONE GOT SHOT, 
NO ONE RECEIVED ANY AWARDS, NO ONE CRACKED ANY DECENT JOKES, NO ONE GOT MARRIED, AND NO ONE 
WENT TO SCHOOL. SO, NO OPPORTUNITY TO RECORD AND SAVE THAT BOLD, LIFE-DEFINING MOMENT, EH? 


WELL, THINK AGAIN... LET US ZERO-IN ON ONE TINY SECOND OF THAT MEMORY... 


LIFE CAN BE JUST LIKE A SANDWICH... WHEN YOU CUT THROUGH THE MOMENT, YOU 
WON'T JUST SEE THE BORING BREAD ON THE OUTSIDE... YOU'LL REVEAL ALL OF 
THE COLOURFUL FILLINGS AND BEAUTIFUL FLAVOURS THAT ARE HIDDEN WITHIN... 


you JusT NO, NO WAY MAN. 
MADE THAT UP, THE CHOCOLATE 
DION'T YOu?’ j : HANDSHAKE |S WELL 
. KNOWN IN THE ANIMAL 
5A'6 SUCH KINGDOM AS THE 
An NORELIBLE HIGHEST FORM 
FRIEND. | WONDER IF £::5 DOES SHE OF IN6ULT. 
| REMEMBERED TO me THINK THAT MY 
TURN OFF THE PENIS 16 TOO 
SMALLP 


| REMEMBER—| WAS INCREDIBLY HAPPY THAT 
DAY. I'D JUST PUT THE FINIGHING TOUCHES TO 
MY AIRFIX MODEL OF THE H.M.S. VICTORY AND 
WAS FEELING VERY CHUFFED WITH MYSELF 4 
FOR DOING SUCH A FINE JOB. 


BOOGA WAS ON A ROLL, TOO—HE’D JUST RECEIVED 
NOTIFICATION OF HIG ACCEPTANCE INTO THE REAL 
FUN CLUB, WHICH HE’D GAVED UP VOUCHERS FOR 
FROM PACKETS OF DR. YOYO’S BREAKFAST CEREAL. 


\ Ou, WHAT A 
LOVELY DAY... WHAT 
», DID THAT GUY JUST GAY? 
SOMETHING ABOUT 
CHOCOLATE AND 
ANIMALS? 


| DON’T KNOW ABOUT YOU, BUT TO ME, THIG MEMORY 
COULDN'T BE ANY MORE SPECIAL. | THINK I’M GONNA HOLD 
IT CLOSE TO MY HEART FOR THE REST OF MY LIFE. 


+ AND I'D LIKE TO HAVE A PHOTO OF IT ON | 4 


MY SIDEBOARD WHEN I’M AN OLD BAG, TOO. 


) THE ENDING... OR IS IT ACTUALLY 


a 


A BEGINNING? OR SHOULD | SHUT 
THE FUCK UP? 


WELCOME. WE FIND OURSELVES IN A SPOT OF 
BOTHER WITH THE LOCAL CONSTABULA 


HAIRSTYLIST, JACKIE 
(FROM HERE ON IN TO 
BE KNOWN AS BOAT 
GIRL). 


EXPLAIN HOW WE \ 
GOT OURSELVES 
INTO THIS MES6... 


ALLOW ME TO TAKE 
YOU BACK A FEW 
DAYS... IMAGINE, IF 
YOU WILL, A TRANQUIL 
VILLAGE CHURCHYARD... 


WE WERE ORNING THROUGH THS 
SHITTY L ET, WHEN BOO! 
SUDDENLY PIPED UP, “HEY, THIS IS Blin 
WHERE MY UNCLE SMIFFY LIVES.” : 
BOOGA'S NEVER BEEN TOO GOOD 

| AT KEEPING UP WITH HIS FAMILY AND 
SHIT, SO | WAGN'T SURPRISED TO 
FIND THAT SMIFFY HAD BEEN DEAD 
FOR OVER A DECADE... 


MAN, THIS IS A a aA < JESUS! LOOK 
BUMMER... | THOUGHT Hats : AT ALL THIS NIFTY 
WE'D BE GETTING A : 
FREE CREAM TEA IN 
SMIFFY’S SECRET 


HOW COME NO 
ONE EVER PINCHES 


THIS STUFF? THAT! LETS. 


LOAD THE UP 


BECAUSE IT’S 
RELIGIOUS GOLD. 
IT’S KINDA CURSED 

| S'POSE, BAD 

LUCK AND ALL 

THAT. 


YEAH... FUCKIN’ ‘ 
SCONES, AND BUNS, 
AND SHIT. MAYBE 
THERE’S SOME FOOD 
IN THAT CHURCH? 


MMM! WHAT 
HAVE WE HERE 
THEN? A NICE YOUNG 
LOVELY? 


Syevesd: 
Berens pieces 


entries 


SMIFFY. I'LL ALWAYS 
REMEMBER WHEN | WAS A 
KID, HE USED TO PUT ON 
SO MUCH AFTERSHAVE TO 
COVER UP THE SMELL 
OF HIS FARTS. 


MY DEAR HUBBY. 
LET'S FINIGH LOADING 
UP THE STUFF. THEN 
WE CAN DUMP HIM 
OFF OUT OF TOWN 


MAN! WE'VE - 
GOTTEN AWAY WITH 
A TON OF GOLDEN 
SHIT HERE! WE NEED 
A GOOD FENCE, DO 
YOU KNOW OF 
ONE? 


MAYDAY! 
MAYDAY! THIS IS 
WAYNE DOUG... IS 

ANYONE PICKING THIS 
UP? I'M KIDNAPPED... I'M 
STUCK IN THE TRUNK 
OF A GREEN 
EDGSEL... 


“, 


Bay p34 
oct 9 ees 


THE CHEEKY 
FUCKIN’ 
BASTARD! 


Beanincen 


Hii: 


WELL HE AIN'T THAT'S THE LAST OF 
FUCKIN’ TALKIN’ ‘as THE PETROL. I'D SAY THAT 
ANYMORE. THAT'S IT'LL TAKE US ANOTHER 
COUPLE OF MILES. THEN 
WE’VE GOT TO THINK OF 
PLAN B. 


AND OUR MIRACLE ARRIVED THAT BRINGS US 
GET IN THAT OLD IN THE FORM OF BARNEY, BACK TO NOW... 
SHACK AND AWAIT JACKIE, AND A FUCKED-UP 
A MIRACLE. f MOTOR TORPEDO é a Hom We 


THIS SHIT THEN, 
BARNEY? 


HOW DO WE 


SAME AS 
ALWAYS-AIM, 


FOR FIVE DAYS. I’M 
WEARING SOME OF 
|GHT 


"IT'6 OKAY DON'T SWEAT IT THE GUY WAG A FUCKIN’ 
ARGEHOLE, HE'S THE REASON | BECAME A HAIRDRESSER... 


“n WHEN WE WERE KIDS OUR MOTHER DROVE US REAL 
HARD TO BE WORLD CLASS FIGURE-GKATERS, WAYNE GOT 
ALL THE PRAIGE BECAUSE HE WAS THE OLDEST | BECAME 
INGECURE AND SOCIALLY RETARDED. | GPENT MY TEENS IN 
MY BEDROOM, READING BEAUTY MAGS AND STUTTERING...” 


YOU BASTARDS! 
(‘LL MAKE YOU PAY! 
THIG 16 FOR WAYNE 

DOUG, YHEARP 


WE KILLED YOUR 
BROTHER?! | AM 
80 SORRY! 


WAYNE WOULD 
TAKE THE PIGS OUT OF 
ME TO BIG HIMGELF UP, 
BUT THEN HE BROKE HIS 
TOE IN A CHAMPIONSHIP 
TOURNAMENT, HE COULD. 
NEVER SKATE AGAIN, SO 


AND YOUNE STARTED 
SWEARING! 


FUCK! I'VE 
STOPPED! AND 
STARTED! WAYNE 
MUST'VE HAD GOME 
KIND OF SPELL OVER 
ME! AND NOW HE'S 
FUCKIN’ DEAD! 


FUCKIN’ HELL! 
LET’S SET SAIL 


RELIGIOUS STUFF IS JUST 
GOLD PLATED. THE GOOD 
NEW6 IS THAT THE COPTER 
SHOT IT OPEN AND IT'S 
STUFFED FULL OF CASH! 
AND HEY, HERE’S A 


"HEY FOLKG/ 

UNCLE GMIFFY HERE. I'M 
DEAD NOW, BUT I'M SURE 
YOU ARE AWARE THAT WHEN 
| WAG ALIVE | WAS STINKING 
RICH. GO IF YOU'RE LUCKY 
ENOUGH TO HAVE FOUND ALL 
OF THIG BUNCE, THEN YOU 
CAN KEEP IT/ HOORAY! I'M 


YAY! WE 
LOVE YOu 
BOAT GIRL! 


BOAT GIRL 
1S THE BEST 


This is something we like to do every summer 
On a certain day which i cannot mention 

We drive to a particular beach 

And the same little bald man is always there 
Eating his sandwiches and drinking his pop 
So we chase the fucker up and down the sand 
Screaming 

Honking 

And firing guns 

And every year 

We stop just short of giving him a heart attack 


And every year 

He still comes back ge 

| can't understand 

What brings him back 

Maybe he looks forward to it 

Maybe it's the only time that he feels alive 
Maybe he likes it as much as ws do b. 


‘ 


LIKE A ROAST POTATO IN A PICK-UP TRUCK 


No one's happy any more I'm here to tell them 3 
They're all chasing something That it never existed in the first place 
A memory of a golder 


It was never there 
Only in their waking dreams 


A dream of happiness 


A spectre of the past As they watched their televisions 
Searching for something that never was And ate their snacks 

And never shall be It never was 

With their shopping trolleys 

And fat wallets And 

And big cars 

And chubby families Liké a roast potato in a pick-up truck 


They wouldn’t've wanted it anyway 


TRENCHY BOY 


Oh trenchy boy 

Trenchy boy 

Do you recall? 

When our trench coats flowed 
And we did our hair 

With a trench digger 

And our rallying call 

Was “over the top” 

My dear, dear trenchy boy 
Now 

The past has filled in 

And poppies have grown over 
But those happy days 

Are entrenched in my memory 
Until the day 

That peace comes to stay 


SUSTAINABLE DAMAGE 


Life 

Keeps coming at me 

And it's in the fuckin’ balls 
Every fuckin’ time 


Dreams 

Burst like perishing balloons 
Rubber shrapnel in my eyes 
I can't see you anymore 


Death 

Clings to my back 

A fuckin’ rucksack full of lead 

I've got to drag for one more mile 


Peace 

What we always talked of 

A place so away 

We ain't never gonna get there 


Love 

The only thing left 

The touch of a hairy hand 
Smothering my empty thoughts 
Lifting 

And caressing my weary soul 


THE OX 


The truths staring you right-in the face 
Remember? 

A strange village, a Jong way away. 

A play 

Me-as the mother 

Barney asthe shepherd 

The:pearson ‘brothers as the three wise men 
And-booga'‘as the ox 

hecould've al} been’ so:beautiful 

The: party was set-for after the performance 
Everyone was in-high Spirits 

The trestle tables: were loaded with nosh 
The: cucumber ‘sandwiches were cit 

The scones were baked. 

The oranges had been Sqnashed. 

Love bound us-all together 

And'the villagers: were aur friends 


ge But the ox 
“the 
Justds the baby w was. being ; 
And scotted ahs igokin’ Hot? 


| NE TINKG RL 


(f 


The Art Institutes” 


POWER. YOUR 


WITH A OREAT IVE EPUCAT oO, 


STUDY 3D ANIMATION, VIDEO GAME DESIGN, INTERACTIVE DESIGN, 
ILLUSTRATION, DIGITAL MEDIA, ADVERTISING, FASHION DESIGN, 
OR ONE OF 90 OTHER PROGRAMS. 


GET STARTED TODAY! 


visit WWW.DESTINATIONCREATIVITY.COM or cau 
1-800-921-7348 


OVER 90 ACCREDITED MASTER'S, BACHELOR'S, OR ASSOCIATE’S DEGREES, DIPLOMA AND CERTIFICATE PROGRAMS. 
STUDY ONLINE OR AT ONE OF 34 CAMPUS LOCATIONS ACROSS NORTH AMERICA, 


MB TANKGIRL 
ae 


Riis Sadunsy 
Fly |S 


A UGE THANK You 10 


MICHELE PERRY = 
SIMON MORSE. 


S 
a “ 


Y RuEus 


visit US IN NEW yvoRK CITY 


LEXINGTON AVENUE 
A5TH STREET 


459 
CORNE 


R OF 


WEST AOTH ST REET 


200 
CORN 


= 


ER OF 7TH AVENU 
300.411.3341 212 
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